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and resentment, but he could no more turn his mind
away from her than he could walk about with his eyes
closed. And now all London and every familiar way of
life were like the flickering background of a film, a film
in which he pursued and she evaded him. He could
think of nothing, nobody, but Lena.

The sleep that would not come to him at night
hovered perilously near him during the morning at the
office, when, heavy, drowsy, brooding, he would lean
forward, chin in hand, one elbow on the desk, and leave
his work untouched until his attention was called to it,
He spoke little, and hardly let his dull gaze rest for a
moment on one of the others there. They told one
another that he seemed stupid, and stupid he was too, in
everything that did not concern Lena. In what did con-
cern her, he developed a wonderful acuteness and fore-
sight. Thus, for example, any telephone call from the
private office could be overheard at the receiver in the
general office, if the little switch-board was rightly
manipulated; and it often happened that the Golspies
talked over the telephone to one another, usually with
reference to what one or other of them proposed doing
during the evening; and Turgis became expert at catch-
ing these talks while pretending to be at the receiver
waiting for some number to be given him. He was able,
too, to work on the least hint that might be dropped in
Mr. Golspie's casual talk. Then he would wait hours,
even on cold, sleety nights in the neighbourhood of 44,
Carringtori Villas; sometimes in time to see her come
out, perhaps with a young man, perhaps with her father
and one of his friends, and then to stalk her down the
road to the bus or the taxi rank; sometimes late enough
to see her returning home, to hear her laughter suddenly